THE REGIONS OF POWER
Mussolini and hundreds of fascists; but this
was a tumultuous affair, and was much less
instructive than my cursory view from the
airplane.
I had already told him of my previous visit,
and had brought with me the concluding part
of Faus^ in which the dying centenarian says:
A morass stretches towards the mountains.
Poisoning all that has been wrested from the wildj
To make an end of this pestilential swamp
Would be a supreme achievement.
It would provide dwelling space for millions,
Not to live without risk, but in free activity.
Since Mussolini always retains that feeling for
symbolical activity which I regard as character-
istic of men of outstanding intelligence, he was
very much struck by the parallelism with Faust,
and slowly read the German verses aloud.
At length, when we came to a place where
seventy tractors were stationed in two rows to
start in opposite directions and plough the
ancient soil for the first time, he called me to his
side, waved his hand at the machines, and said:
"There you have the centenarian Faust!"
"Each of those tractors costs less than a big
gun," I answered drily.
"Costs less than firing a big gun!" said he to
cap my criticism, and laughed.
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